SCENE XL]            BOTHWELL

Comes to seek help at mine ; if she be mad,
Me may she teach to lose my wits and woes
And live more enviable tnan ye that yet
Have wit to know me wretched.

GORDON.

Who is this?
Are you my suitor?

Jane Gordon.         I am she that was
Countess of Bothwell ; now my name again
Is that my father gave me.

Queen.                              Ay, no more ;

You are daughter yet and sister to great earls,
And bear that honour blameless ; be it enough ;
And tell me wherefore by that name you come
And with what suit before me.

Jane Gordon.                       Even but this,

To look once on you and to bid farewell
Ere I fare forth from sight.

Queen.                               Farewell ; and yet

I know not who should in this world fare well.
Is the word said ?

Jane Gordon.     A little leave at last
I pray you give me : that I seek it not
For love or envy toward my sometime lord
Or heart toward you disloyal now my queen,
Let me not plead uncredited.    I came
Surely with no good hope to no glad end,
But with no thought so vile of will as this,
To thrust between your hearts the care of me,